THE  TIME  OF  MY  LIFE           in
nerve-racking; one could imagine himself racing through a land
of shadowy spectres, appearing suddenly, then receding into a
black oblivion. Sensations reaching me through tightly closed
eyes and closely \vrapped face and neck were a curious blending
of anxious triumph and unreality. Alone and adrift in a moaning,
rumbling inferno, with neither kith nor kin to aid or hinder, I was
an ill-starred hostage of fate, fleeing a throng of wailing banshees
to a rendezvous which might well alter the entire course of my
life. Swaying sinuously around curves, coughing hoarsely up
grades and gliding swiftly down, the train was a monstrous dragon,
spewing fire and smoke as it bored into the night and shrieked its
warnings to give way; there must be no interference with destiny.
Before entering a town after dawn, to escape discovery it was
necessary to crawl over the car's crown to the side opposite
the railroad station. At forty miles an hour there was nothing
unreal about this, especially with a game leg to coddle and aa
unwieldy crutch to guard. Providentially I reached Fort Worth,
and miraculously was not arrested. A coal-black porter grinned
encouragingly as he watched me climbing down, doubtless in the
reasonable belief that I too was coloured; then, shaking his head
and muttering, he inarched off. Coated with soot and grime, I
must have presented a sorry spectacle, but there was neither time
nor disposition for self-criticism; this was my lucky day, this my
lucky train, changing engines, making ready to depart. Across the
track was  a small, not-too-good-looking restaurant where by
paying the Greek in advance I was permitted to gobble hot coffee
and sandwiches. When the train pulled out I swung to the brake-
beam under the last coach and rode undisturbed into Austin*
That afternoon I caught a blind baggage to San Antonio*
What I learned within the first five minutes after arriving was
enough to chill the enthusiasm that had warmed and sustained
me through thirteen luckless days. While I was hobbling around
a wrecked freight train in southern Kansas, watching the sun
creep above a level horizon to brighten a desolate landscape and
cheer my despondency, the Rough Riders were leaving Saa
Antonio for Tampa.
My spirits at an all-time low, I sat on a baggage truck grasping
at straws, wondering what I should do. My informant seemed to
know what he was talking about, but was his information coei-
ptete? Everyone may not have gone* Someone, perhaps Colonel
Wood himself, may have remained behind to look after odds and